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Let\'s Play a Game 


Author's Notes: 
Okay guys! This is my first Guns YNY Roses story. | had this come to me, when | was jogging earlier. Hope 
it\'s okay! 


The rain was pouring down. Axl Rose looked out of the hotel window and scowled as the wind rattled the thin 
white windows. It had been raining for days and there was no sign of it stopping any time soon. Axl glared at a 
stray rain drop. He then heard laughing from behind him. 

"You know Axl - staring at the rain isn’t going to scare it into stopping anytime soon 


The red-head turned to see his best friend; Izzy Stradlin, laying on the big hotel bed, smiling in his direction 


"Shove off Stradlin. This rain should have stopped by now!" Axl whined and turned to look back out at the 
offending droplets of water, trickling down the glass. "God I'm so fucking bored!" 


"Well, do something. You could clean up your mess from my side of the room." Izzy suggested lazily. Axl turned 


to look at him and sneered. Izzy laughed again and stretched out like a cat. 
‘lm not cleaning anything. That's your job." Axl sniped, walking over to the bed and moving Izzy's legs. 
"Feet off the bed I've got to sleep on that. Hell knows where your boots have been" 


"Yes Mother!" Izzy teased sitting up and pulling his boots off. He then lay back down and propped his feet on 
Axt's lap. 


"This better?" Axl pulled a face and brushed Izzy's feet off him. 

"Fuck off Stradlin" Izzy laughed again and sat up, so Axl had more room. 

‘I'm really bored Izzy! | wanted to go out - but this fucking weather says otherwise." 
"Well do something!" Izzy repeated, smirking in the direction of his best friend. 

"Like what though?" 


Izzy thought back to the rainy days when they were children The two would sneak off to the shed and play 


mindless games until the thunder stopped. An idea formed in Izzy's mind as he reflected on those memories. 
‘Ive got an idea" Izzy smirked again, and leant closer to Axl. Axl raised an eyebrow and backed away slowly. 
"Remember back when we were children? We'd hide out and play games. Well, let's play a game Axl." 

"A game?" 


"Yes. Like the old days. Come on Axl, itll stop your boredom for a few hours." Axl looked long and hard at his 
best friend and sighed. 


"Fine. But I'm not picking the game." Izzy clapped his hands and leant back on his knees, thinking. 


"How about truth or dare? We can get Steven, Duff and Slash to play as welll" Axl looked at Izzy and pulled a 


face. 

"Really Jeff? Truth or dare? How original” 

"Could you come up with anything better?" 

Silence filled the room, as Axl tried his best to retort with a clever comeback 


"Fine. We'll play." Izzy clapped his hands again and jumped off the bed. 


"But, I'm going first!" Axl called after him. 


"Deal. I'll get the rest of the guys. You clean up the room!" Izzy rushed off to find the others, leaving a 


scowling Axl in his wake. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
Uh-oh. Left this hanging didn\'t 1? Sorry but | had exams-then | moved to college and now more exams! Urgh- 
but | hope this makes up for me not updating for almost a year! 


Izzy walked to the joint room that Duff and Steven shared. He pressed his ear against the door to check that 


they were in there. 
The faint whining of Duff was heard, as Steven probably stole a couple of cigarettes. 


Izzy knocked loudly on the door. He never barged into rooms as he'd had bad experience with Slash and a 


groupie last time. Izzy reckoned he never recovered. 
Steven opened the door with glassy eyes and smiled lazily up at Izzy. 


"Hey Izzy. What are you doing here?" Steven slurred Izzy smelt the strong smoke from behind him. He had a 


feeling that Steven was smoking something other than a couple of cigarettes. 
"Me and Axl are going to play Truth or Dare. | was wondering if you'd like to join.” 
Izzy said, trailing off as he coughed loudly due to the smoke. Izzy looked at him before calling over to Duff. 


"0i Duff! C'mere. Izzy wants us t play dares. You up for it?" A grunt came from the room, then Duff 
appeared behind Steven smiling brightly. 


"Truth or Dare eh? Is Axl playing?" Izzy nodded, which caused Duff and Steven to look at each other with 


wicked grins. 


"Sure. We'll play. Give us a couple of minutes." Duff said, closing the door on Izzy. Laughter could be heard 
from behind it. That didn't sound good to Izzy. He then decided to go and find Slash. He's be harder to convince 
that the other two. 


“Truth or Dare? Are you for real Izzy?" Slash groaned, when Izzy presented his idea to him. 


"C'mon Slash. It'll be fun. Axl, Steven and Duff are playing. Don't be a spoilsport" Izzy whined childishly. Slash 
rolled his eyes and bit down on his cigarette. Izzy's mouth curved downwards and his eyes grew wide. Slash 
groaned again - Izzy was attempting the puppy dog look that always worked on everyone. Even Axl. Well, this 


time it wasn't going to work on Slash. No way. 


[Later] 


Slash slumped on the sofa and glared at Izzy who grinned sheepishly. Slash shook his head and took a drag on 
his cigarette. He'd lasted a whole IO seconds, before giving in. Slash reckoned that was a record though. Not 
even Axl lasted that long. 


Duff and Steven walked in, laughing loudly and smelling of something exotic. 


Axl emerged from the bathroom, staring suspiciously at the laughing pair. Slash couldn't blame him. Whenever 
Steven and Duff got together - it never went well for Axl. A favorite game of theirs was to test Axl's 


temper. 

Axl glared at the two blonde men and shook his head. He sometimes wondered why he put up with those guys. 
Choosing to sit as far away from them as possible, he sent a glare at Izzy who took that as his cue to start 
the game. 


"OK. Steven, Duff please sit down. Right. Who wishes to go first?" When no one answered, Izzy rolled his eyes. 


"Fine, I'll start. Axl - truth or dare?" 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
OHMYGOD!! The feedback | got for this overwhelmed me so much! | didn\'t know how much you all loved this 


story! | love you alll 


Axl stared at his childhood friend for a couple of minutes, slowly weighing his options. 


If he chose Truth - lzzy would ask him something embarrassing. If he chose Dare - Izzy would also chose 
something embarrassing. In truth - no matter what he picked would result in his humiliation. He decided it was 


best to just get over with. 

"Before | make my choice. Let me just warn you all" Axl looked around the room and met each Guns N Roses 
member in the eye. "If the press, Vince Neil or anyone else get word of anything said or done, | will hunt you 
all down and personally kill you slowly with my microphone stand" An extra glare was sent towards Steven who 


could be a proper chatterbox when drunk. 


"Yes, yes whatever Axl. Just pick something!" Izzy pressed on. He had the perfect idea for Axl if he chose 


dare. 
“Alright. | pick truth." Izzy frowned. Damn it! He'd just have to save that dare for later. 


"Truth? Hmm." Izzy started to think of a painfully embarrassing question for Axl to answer. It was easy to 
see the cogs turning in his head. 


"Would you make out with any one in this room?" Izzy said, smirking as a light blush crossed the red head's 


face. 
A snort came from Izzy's left. Duff was sitting cross legged, holding a cigarette. 


‘Oh Izzy. H's all painfully obvious which one of us he would like to snog." Duff was cut off by a pillow colliding 
with his head. 


"Hush. | wanna hear Axl's answer!" Slash called from his place on the sofa. All eyes turned back to Axl who was 


avoiding all contact. 


"C'mon Rose. You gotta answer! If you don't - you shall have to do a forfeit! Steven said cheerfully. Izzy shook 
his head at the blonde. Steven was always cheerful. 


"Fine. Yes. Yes | would make out with one of you fuckers." Axl hissed 
"Who? You've gotta tell us!" Izzy said smiling, 

"No | do not. You've had your turn Izzy. Now it is mine." Axl said 

"Butoh lI get you next time Rose!" 

Axl just smiled and looked around the room, before resting dangerously on a happy little blonde drummer. 
"Oh Stevie. Truth or dare?" 


‘Oh. Dare. Dare. Darell" Steven said like a hyperactive five year old An evil smirk crossed Axls face as he lent 


over and whispered his dare in Steven's ear. 

Much to the amusement of the others, Steven's happy grin slid off his face to replaced by a look of horror. 
"No. No. No. Anything but that Axlll" Steven pleaded. 

"Its either that or do a forfeit. And trust me - my forfeits are much worse than what | just told you to do." 
"What must he do Axe?" Duff asked, curious as to what made Steven pale so quick. 

"Oh. Nothing big. Just simply run through the hotel starkers." 

Laughter rang out throughout the room. Duff elbowed Steven and smirked. 

"And if | fail to do it?" Steven asked, slightly worried. 

"You..you have to." Axl looked around the room for inspiration "You have to declare your undeniable love for 
that scary looking woman downstairs in the lobby. You know - the Wicked Witch of the Strip with the nasty 


nails." 


A collective shudder went around the room. All the Guns feared the night receptionist in the Hotel. Slash and 
Duff had already gotten on her wrong side three times, and the band had only been here two days. 


She seemed to be in her late sixties and looked like an old witch. With the teeth, hair and breath to match. The 
Wicked Witch of the Strip was what Izzy had named her, after she'd snapped at him for having his hair too 


long. 


"So Steven. You can either run starkers or go and announce your burning desire for the old witch downstairs. 


What's it gonna be?" 


Chapter Four 


Author's Notes: 
Ahh | had fun writing this chapter! Thank you for your amazing feedback! hope you like this chapter as much 
as | liked writing it! 


"Do | have to Axl?" Steven said, looking at the receptionist from his place behind one of the big plants in the 
hotel lobby. 


"Yes. You chose the forfeit. Now go. Me and the boys are right here." 
Steven grumbled and stepped out from behind the plant. Brushing off some imaginary dirt and fixing his hair, 
he sent a look at his band mate who all gave him angelic smiles. 


Sometimes, Steven wondered why he put up with this lot. 


Turning back to face the receptionist, Steven fought back the urge to puke as he watched the Wicked Witch of 
the Strip tap away on her typewriter. 


Of course Steven didn't think Axl was completely 100% serious about his forfeit. Besides it was Duff who told 
him to pick the forfeit. 


"What do you want?" Urgh. Steven hadn't been paying attention and found himself standing in front of the 


receptionist. The look on her face alone was enough to make the bravest man in the world run for his life. 


Sending one last glance to where his band mates were, Steven put on the most charming smile he could 


muster. 
"My darling. | just wanted to see you again" Steven said loudly. The receptionist looked down her nose at him. 
"Mmhm. ls that all?" 


"Yes..| mean no. No, no.Fiona" Steven said looking at her name tag. "I just wanted to say." Oh shit here we go. 


He could already see the smirks from his band mates. 


"That I've been hiding this undeniable love for you and your..your.." A glance over showed that there was 


hardly anything for Steven to call her out on. "..your ability to scare my band mates." 


"Oh?" Fiona's voice had become a bit softer. 


"Yeah. You really scared them. | love the way you strike fear into their very hearts." 


Steven could hear the snickers from behind the plants. "And you struck my heart when you first shouted at 


me for having hair like a hedge." 


Steven could feel his gag reflex hold back all his dinner as he watched the receptionist break out into, what he 
would gather was an attempt at a flirty smile. 


"Well that is because it covers your face you cute little thing." Uh-oh. Steven had alarm bells going off in his 
head. Fiona the Witch was flirting with him. 


"Well thank you." Steven said, hearing the quiver in his voice as he spoke. "So yeah. Now I've confessed my 


strong, passionate love for you.l've gotta go. Someone has to control those hooligans of a band I'm with..ulp" 


"No. Stay for a while Sweetie." Fiona had grabbed a hold of Steven's collar and pulled him close. He could smell 
her breath. It stank of old people and garlic. Oh God. Oh no. She was going to kiss him. 


"Excuse me. But | have a complaint." A deep voice cut in. Steven was released from Fiona's death grip roughly 


and quickly backed away. 


"What?" The receptionist snapped at the white haired man who had saved Steven's life. Well in Steven's books 


anyway. 


The drummer used this as the perfect opportunity to flee the scene. He ran back to the plants where he was 


met with four hysterical men, all red in the face. 

"Th-that was perfect!" Izzy said, fighting for air between his laughter. 

"You looked so terrified!" Slash said rolling around on the floor. 

"Best thing | have ever seen in my life." Axl put in 

Duff just looked like he was going to explode from lack of air. 

"Whatever fuckers." Steven hissed, vowing to get them all back in the worst way possible. 
"Oh sweetie!" A shrill voice ran out. 


"Argh!" Steven said and made a dash for the elevators. 


Chapter Five 


Author's Notes: 
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It took a good 45 minutes, but eventually, the Guns were all settled comfortably in Izzy and Axl's room. Duff 
was still holding back snickers now and then and Izzy had taken great pleasure in putting on a shrill voice and 


calling out "Oh sweetie” when Steven was in the bathroom, resulting in a loud scream. 

Now sitting on the sofa, Steven was already plotting. He'd originally planned to get Axl back, but as Axl had 
pointed out, you couldn't ask the one who had dared you. So as it turned out Duff had been the one to suggest 
Steven pick the forfeit, it only made sense Duff should suffer greatly. 

"Oi McKagan. Truth or dare?" Duff sniggered at the unamused tone in Steven's voice and use of his surname. 


"Oh give me a dare Adler" The bassist said smugly, still reveling in Steven's shock horror. 


"Hmm... Steven said thinking for a moment. Duff wasn't easily embarrassed. He needed a good question "I dare 


you to sing a song of my choice." 


All eyes turned to look at Duff who seemed pretty unfazed by the looks he was getting. The bassist tilted his 
head to the side and scratched his head. 


"Sure. Go for it. What song?" Duff wasn't scared. He had a pretty decent voice. He was ready to handle 


whatever Steven threw at him. 
"Itsy Bitsy Teeny Weeny Yellow Polka Dot Bikini." 
"What?!" Duff said standing up. Izzy snickered and Slash laughed. Axl looked confused. 


"You heard me Duff. You gotta sing a song of my choice. And that was my choice." Duff shook his head and 


crossed his arms. 


"Psst lz. What song is that?" Axl whispered to his childhood friend. Izzy smiled sadly at the question. Axl had 


grown up in a house where music was forbidden. He felt so bad for his best friend. 


‘One of the most irritating songs in the world. Mom has the vinyl and played it till my ears bled" Axl nodded in 


response. 
"No. | refuse to sing that song. Not again" Duff hissed, crossing his arms. 
“Again Duff? Pray do tell." Slash teased. Duff turned a light shade of red. 


"Never mind. | demand Steven pick another song." Steven rolled his eyes. You didn't see Steven throwing a sissy 


fit over his dare. 

"Fine. Either sing that song, or you can sing a Poison song. OF your choice." Laughter. It was common knowledge 
amongst the band that Duff McKagan held a high distaste for Poison. Well they all did, Poison was the rival 
band. But the distaste seemed to much deeper for Duff. Perhaps it was because everyone compared him to 


Bobby Dall or maybe it was because Bret Michaels had stolen the girl that Duff was going to take home from 
right under Duff's nose. 


Either way - it was common knowledge of the hostility Duff held. 


The bassist in question stood staring at Steven with a frown. This was not fair. Steven had his shit eating grin 


on. 
"Come on then Duffykins. What's it going to be? Don't forget - you have to sing the full song." 


Duff held Steven's gaze for a good couple of seconds, but eventually sighed and slumped his shoulders in 
defeat. 


"lll take the bikini song." 

~ RRR ~ 

"OK Duff. I've got the cassette." 

"It worries me you've been carrying that song around with you." 

"Shut up." Steven said and pushed the tape into the "borrowed" tape player. 

"This is so shameful. Swear to God Adler, if bloody LA Guns get hold of this." He sent an extra glare at Izzy 
who had conveniently found a video recorder. Izzy grinned and turned the camera to face a stunned Axl who 
was sitting next to Slash gawping at the outfit Duff was wearing. Pink leggins, a see through net top and 


Slash's hat. 


"When | said | would not sing Poison, | didn't mean | would dress like their deranged dropped on the head hidden 


keyboard player. | mean it looks like a lion ate a parrot and threw up all over me and one more thing mph!" 


Slash had apparently had enough of Duff's winging and had flung a pillow at him. 


Duff made to throw the pillow back but was stopped when he heard the happy poppy music come from the 
tape player. Shivering in disgust, he sent one last look at Steven before begrudgingly starting to sing. 


"She was afraid to come out of the locker. She was as nervous as she could be.." 


A nasty glare was sent in Steven's direction Axl's green eyes had widened to saucers as he watched the pink 


spandex clad bassist sing. 

"It was an itsy, bitsy, teenie, weenie, Yellow, polka dot bikini" 

As the song went on, Steven and Slash had been reduced to giggles. Axl turned to Izzy who was trying to hold 
the camera and laugh and raised an eyebrow. Izzy took this moment to thrust the camera into Axl's hands and 


start laughing. 


Duff sent a death glare to each and everyone member. This was not funny. He'd done this once and he was not 


happy having to do it another time. 
"From the shore to the water. Guess there isn't any more." 


The song finished and all the members stood up cheering. Duff panted, out of breath and made to rip off the 
fishnet Top. 


"Hey. That is my top McKagan. Rip it you die" Axl hissed, having recovered from his gawking. Switching the 
camera off, Axl put it down and shook his head. 


"Piss off. Happy now Adler?" 


"Oh yes. You look so sexy in those leggings 
Duffy" Steven said, leaning over to ruffle Duff's hair, which resulted in knocking Slash's hat off and the two 
blondes to have a play fight on the carpet, which ended up with Duff straddling Steven and pinning his hands 


above his head. 


"Hey fucker. Careful of the hat. Who's turn is it now?" Slash said, picking up his hat and putting it back on his 
head. 


